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Through Glocefterfh ire; by which account. 

Our BufincfTe valued fome twclue dayes hence. 

Our gcnerail Forces at Bridgenorth (hall mcete. 

Our Hands are full of Bufinefle: let's away, 
Aduantage feedes him fat,while men delay. Exetutt. 


Enter Falflaffl and Bar doffh. 

Falst. Bardolph, am I not falne away vilely, fince this 
laftadtion? doe 1 not bate? doe Inot dwindle? Why 
myskinne hangs about me like anolde Ladies loofe 
Gowns ; I am withered like anolde Apple John. Well, 
lie repcnt;and that fuddenly, while I am in fome liking : 
|l fhall be out of heart fhortly, and then I /ball haue no 
.ftrength to repent. And I haue not forgotten whac the 
in-fide of a Church is made of. I am a Pepper-Conic, a 
Brewers Horle,the in-fide of a Church, Company,villa- 
nous Company hath becnc the fpoyle of me. 

Bard. Sir John, you are fo fretfull, you cannot liue 
long. 

Falfl. Why there is if r Come,fing me 3 bawdy Song, 
make me merry: 1 was as vermoufly giuen, as a Gentle¬ 
man need to be ; veruious enough, fworc littlc,dic’d not 
abouc feuen times a wceke, went to a Bawdy-houfe not 
aboue once in a quarter of an hom e, payd Money that 1 
borrowed, three or fourc times; lined well, and in good 
compare s and now 1 liue out of ail order, out of com- 
pufle. 

'Bard Why, you arc fo fat. Sir John , that you muft 
needesbecouc of all compaffej ouc of all reafonabie 
compafTe.Sii John, 

Falfl Dae thou amend thy Face, and He amend thy 
Life ; Thou art our Admiral!, chcm bearert the Lantenie 
in the Poope, but Vis in the Nol'e of thee ; thou art the 
Knight of the burning Lampe, 

Bard. Why.Sir Joha^nf Face does you no harmc. 

Falfl. No,Ilc be fworne: I make as good vft of it, as 
many a man doth of a Deaths-Head.ora Memento THori. 
I neucr fee thy Face.but J thinkc vpon Hell fire,and Dines 
that liued in Purple; for there he is in Im Robes burning, 
burning. ..If thou wm any way giuen to vmuc,T would 
fweare by thy Face; my Oath fhould bee, By tbit Fire; 
But thou art altogether giuenouer* and were indeede, 
but for the Light in thy Face, the Sunnc of vtterDuke- 
neffe When thou ran'ft vp Gads-Hdl in the Night, to 
catch my Horfcjf I did not thinke that thou hadft beene 
an Ignis fatmesyst a Ball of Wild-fire, there’s no Purchafe 
in Money, O, thou art a perpetual! Triumph, an euer- 
laftingBone-fire-Light: thou haft faued me athoufand 
Markes in Linkes and Torches, walking with thee in the 
Nioht betwixt Tauerne and Lauerne; But the Sack that 
thou baft drunke me, would haue bought me Lights as 
good cheapens the deareft Chandlers in Europe. I h3iie 
maintain’d that Salamander of yours with fire, anytime 
this two and chirtte y ceres .Heauen reward me for it. 

Bard. I would my Face were in your Belly, 

Falfl. So fliould J be fure to be heart-burn’d. 

Enter Hoflejfl. 

How now,Dame Portlet the Hen, haue you enquir’d yet 
who pick’d my Pocket ? 




Man, Boy by Boy, Seruant by Seruant : t } lc ■ F 1 
hayre was neuer leftin my houfe before, 


..of 

Palfi. Ye lye H ofteffe: Bardolph was {Wj 
many a hayre; and llebe fworne my Pocket w ’ 
goe to,you are a Woman.goc. as pifVj. 

Hoflejfl. Who I? I de fictile : ' 

in mine owne houfe before. 

Falfl. Gocto,l know you well enouoh. 

Hoflejfl. Na.Sir John ,you doc not know me r; 
i know you,Sir John: you owe me Money Sir// 


Hi 


no. 


now you pi eke a quarrell, to beguile me of it • 11 
you a dozen of Shirrs to your Backe. ‘ - 0u I 

Falfl. Doulas. filthy Doulas : I haue g j Uen , 
away to Bdcers Wiues.and they haue made Bouj-5 

Hoftejfl .Now as I am a true Woman 3 Hollan,} r ■ 
/hillings an Ell: You owe Money hete befides e * 1 
foryour Dyet, and by-Drinkings, and Money 
foure and rwentie pounds. ' 1 

Falfl. Hec had his part of it.,let him pay. 

Hoflejfl. Hee ? ala* hee is poore, | iet 
thing. 

Falfl How? Poore? Looke vpon his Face :VVU n 

you Rich ? Let them coyne his Nofe,let them Coyjlt ?' 
Checkes, lie not pay a Denier. What,will you mat"" 
Yotmlter of me ? Shall I not take mine eafeinmjneU* 
bm i fhftl haue my Pocket pick’d ? I h a „„ | 0 (j jS J> 
Ring of my Grand-fatherSiWorrh foitieMaike. 

Hoflejje. I haue heard the Piinte tdl him, 1 know not 
how oft, that that Ring was Copper. 

Falfl How? the Prince is a Iacke,a Sneake-Cupp*. 
and if hee were heerc,I would cudgdl him likeaDoi * 
if hee would fay lo. 

Enter the Prince marching,and Falfl affe meets 
him, flaying on hit Jrttndion 
hkf a Fife. 

Falfl. How now Lad i is the Winde in thacDoore* 
Muft we all march? 

Bard. Yea,two and two,Newgate fa/hion. 

Hvfhjfe, My Lord,I pray you heare me, 

Brince. What fay’ft thou, Mifireftc Qgickljl Haw 
does thy Husband ? I loue him well, hee is an lioccll 
man. 

Hoflejfl. Good, my Lord,hearemce. 

Falfl. Prethee let her aione,and lift to tree. 

Prince. What fay’ft thon,/<m|«? 

Falfl . The other Night 1 fell afleepeheere behind tie 
Arras, and had my Pocket pickt; this Houfe is turn'll 
Bawdy-houfe, they picke Pockets. 

Prince. What didft thou iofe,/iie£?? 

Falfl. Wilt thou beleeue me,f/W?Three or fome Bonus 
of fortie pound apeece, and a Seale-Ring of my Grand¬ 
fathers. 

Prince. A Trifle,fome eight-penny matter. 

Hofl. So I told him,my Lord; and I faid,I heard youi 
Grace fay fo : and (my Lord) hee fpeakes moft vilelp 
you, like a foule-mouth’d man as hee is, and W ^ 
would cudgel! you. 

Prince. What hee did not? , , 

Hofl. There’s neyther Faifh,Truth,nor Won* 1 **" 6 ® 

inmeelfe, . 

F#The«i 
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- no more ouh i« thffl » Prune. 

F#’* d -i, itl thee, thchin a drawne Foxiand for 
^ nDBS °hood Maid-mariaft may be the Deputies wife 
^Va’rdtothce. Goyounothing: go. 

° l lr ^ Say,^hat thing? what thing? 
s Xcthing'^ h y achin S to *ankeheauenon. 
T £ i sm no thing to chanke heauen on,I wold thou 
MflVnoW it: I am snhoneft mans wife: and fetung 
Ithood afide, thou art a knaue ti> tall me fo. 
tby F4 &Setlin Swoman-boodafidc,thouart abeaft 

W 'saylwbat beaft,thouirtaue thou ? 

Sfwhat beaft?Why an Otter 
L A n Otter,fir lohnl Why an Otter ? 

S Why? She’s neither fifh nor flefh; a man kn owes 
iher€ co hsuc her, 

°° l p L Tho u art vniuft man in faying fo; thou, or ante 
ilinwes where to haue me,thou knaue thou* 
m PnU Thou fay’ft criieHofteffe.and he Hander*thee 

m0 ^°^ o le doth you,my Lord, and fayde this other 
j aT Youought him a thoufand pound. 

Print!. Sivrah.do I owe you a thoufand pound. _ 
ftlfl A thoufand pound Hall A Million. Thy loue is 
- 0 rthaMillion: thou ow’ftme thy loue* 
jjefl N 3 y my Lord,he call’d you lacke, and faid hee 

woMd'cudgeiiyou. 
ffl DidliBardoIph} 

lur, indeed Sir John, you faid fo, 

Fd.' Yea, if he faid my Ring was Copper. 
prmce, 1 fay’tis Copper. Dapft thou bee'S* good as 
thy word now ? , , , 

pal Why Hall thou know’fLas thou art but 3 man,l 
Jjre i but,as thou arc a Prince, I feare thee, a$ I feare the 
coating of the Lyons Whelpe. 

Prince. And why not as the Lyon? 
fd. The King himfelfe is to bee feared as the Lyon: 
Do’ft thou thinke Ilefearethce,aslfeare|chy Facher?nay 
if 1 do, let my G irdle b reake. 

Priiu 0,if Ufhould. how would thy gifttes fall about 
thy knees. But firra: There’s no roomc for Faith, T ruth, 
norHonefty,inthisbofomeof thine.* it is all fill’d vppe 
withGuttes and Midriffc. Charge an honeft Woman 
with picking thy pocket? Why thou horfon impudent 
imboft Rafcall, ifthere were any thing in thy Pocket but 
Tsuerne Reckningf, Memorandums of Bawdic-houfcs, 
indonepoorepcny-worthofStigar-candieto make thee 
long-winded; if thy pocket were enrich'd with anie o- 
theriniurics but thefe, I am a Villaine: And yet you will 
Hand to it, you will not pocket vp wrong, Art thoUnoc 
alham’d ? 

Fal. Do’ft thou heare Hall Thou know’ft in the ftatc 
of Innocency, Adam fell: and what Ihoulii poore lack* 
Fdjlafe do,in thedayei ofVillany ? Thou feeft, 1 haue 
more fiefti then another man.and therefore more frailty. 
You coiifeile then you pickt my Pocket / 

Prise. It appearesfoby the Story. 

Fal. HofteiFe, I forgitie thee : 

Gomakc ready Breakfaft, loue thy Husb.and, 

Looke to tlw Seruancs^and cherifb thyGuefts': 

Thou /halt find me tradable to any honeft rcafons 
Thou feeft, I am pacified ftiU. 

Nay, I prethee be gone. 

Exit Hoflejfl* 

Now Hal, to the aewes at Coijrt for the Robbery, Lad? 
How is that anfwered? 


Prjtt.. Ottiy fweecBecfe: 

Imuft ftillbc good Angcll to thee. 

The Monte is.paid backe againe. ^ 

Fal. O, I do not like that pay in g backe, ti s a double 

Labour. ^ 

Prist. I am good Friends with ray Father,and may do 

3 ^Fal. Rob me the Exchequer the Srft thing thou do’ft, 
and do it with Vnwafti’d hands too. 

Bard. Do my Lord, 

Prin. I haue procured thee Charge of Foot. 

Fal. I would it had beene ofHorfe. Where fhal Ifinde 
onethat can fteale well ? O, for a fine theefe, oftwo and 
twemie,or tliercabout: I amheyuouHy vnprouided.Wel 
God be thanked for theie Rebels, they offend none but 
the Vertuous. I laud them,! praiic them. 

Prin. Bardolph, 

Bar. My Lord. 
friit. Go beate this Letter co Lord/<«&» of Lane after 
To my Brother John. This to my Lord of Weftmerland, 
Go/vr», to horfe: for thou,and I, 

Haue thirtie miles torideyet ere dinner time. 
Arc^meetmc to morrow in the Temple Hall 
At two a clocke in the afierr.oone, 

There /halt thou know thy Charge.and there recelae 
Money and Order for their Furniture. 

'The Land is burning, Percie ftands onhye, 

1 And either they, or we tnuftlower lye. 

Fal. Rare words! braue world. 

Hoftef^my breakfaft, cbmc; 

Oh, I could vvifb this Tauerne were my dmmme. 

Exeunt grasses. 



£oFer Harris Hotjpstrre, Worcefler , 
and DotPglaf. 

fj. - 'C ',' T ’ r,,. 

Hot. Well faid, my Noble Scot, iffpeahing truth 
In this fine Age,were not thought flattcrie, 

Such attribution fhould the J 3 oreglas haue. 

As not a Souldiour of this fcafons ftampe. 

Should gofo generall currant through the world* 

By heauen I cannot flatter: Idefie 
The Tongues of Soothers. But a Bra uer place 
In my hearts loue,hath no man then your Selfe. 
Nay,taskc me to my word; approae me Lord. 

Dorr. Thotrarc the King of Honor: 

No man fo potent breathes vpon the ground, 

But I will Beard him. 

Enter alrlejjenger. 

Hot. Do fo, and *tts well. What Letters haft there ? 

I can but thanke you. 

Mejf. Thefe Lettuts come from your Father. 

Hot. Letters from him ? 

Why comes he not bttn felfe? . 

Mtf. He cannot come; my Lord, , : 

He is greenous ftcke A «. . : . . 

Hot. How? haz he the leyfurc to be ficke now. 

In fuch a in filing time? Who leades his power? 

Vnder whofe Gonerntncnt come they along? 

f 2 Mef 
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